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6 YOUNG WILD WEST HUNTING IN THE SIERRAS 

unloading the uack-mules. But he~oon found. that 
it was not necessary for him to make any sugges
tions, for fedro evidently understood· his. business. 

"Wing," said Wild, as he walked over to where 
the cook was still working away while he hummed 
a curious sort of tune, "you may as well well cook 
enough for three more. It will save those· people 
the trouble of starting a fire and doing it them
selves." 

"Allee light, Misler Wild. We a!lee samee got
tee plenty glub, so be. Me fixee evelythling allee 
light." . 

"And maybe you'll get a tip from the hunters, 
Wing," Jim said, a twinkle in his eyes. 

"Me gittee plenty tippee when me workee in 
Salt Lake City, Misler Jim," was the retort. "Me 
no gittee tippee since lat timee." 

"You don't expect to be tipped from us, do 
you?" 

"No, Misler Jim. Me gittee plenty pay, and me 
velly muchee satisfy." . 

Young Wild West was perfectly satisfied that 
the nu.nters would be able to find plenty of game 
to shoot at, for they had started all sorts of game 
common to that region that very day, and had 
only taken advantage of one moµntain goat, .which 
Wild had brought down with a 1c;mg-range shot.· 

The carcass of this was hanging from the )imb 
.of a tree a short distance from the two tents, and 
what was being cooked by Wing now was from 
the haunch of a buck that had been shot the day 
befor€ bv Jim. Anna assisted the cook, and about 
half an hour after the newcomers had arrived the 
supper was pronounced to be ready. Cheyenne 
Charlie- had informed the hunters that they need 
not go to the trouble of cqoking their supper, and 
the two had been profuse in their .thanks. The 
me~] being ready now, they were invited to come 
ovei and eat. By this time the tent they -were to 
occupy had been put in position, though Pedro was 
still busy . . 

"Tell the greaser to come, too." ~n.eyenne 
Charlie called o_ut, when he saw them coming 
without him:- , 

"Oh, he will wait until the rest have eaten. He 
will taken his supper ;with the two Chinamen, he 
says." 

"That's all right. We make no distinction about 
such matt1lrs. Hop eats with us whenever we are 
in camp, and Wing generally takes a. bite between 
times and finishes up after the rest are through. 
Tell Pedro to come on." 

But the Mexican insisted on waiting, so they let 
him have his own way about it. One thing was 
that the two men who had come so lately from the 
East had good appetities, and they declared that 
they felt ashamed of themselves as they were 
helped continually to the good things that had 
been cooked over the campfire . • 

"I rather think that a Chinee cook is a good 
thing to have around," Hanford observed, as he 
1"oked with something like admiration at Wing. 

This pleased the cook so that he could not help
shooting a sly glance at his brother to let him 
know that the men considered him of more im
portance than an ordinary man who could perform 
sleight-of-hand tricks. ·Hop knew what the glance 
meant, but he said nothing. When the supper was 
over with, Ht1.nford. consulted with his partner, 
and after a few whispered words had been ex
changed they both drew &ome money from their 

pockets and, stepping over to the cook, Hanford 
said: • 

"Here you are, Wing. Acce_pt this for the 
trouble we have put you to. We know very well 
that Young Wild West .and his friends won't take 
anything from us after inviting u~ to eat supper 
with them, but we are so well satisfied that we 
are bound to pay some one, .even if it is only a 
small sum." 

Wing opened wide his eyes when he saw four 
silver dollars in the hand of the man. But he ac
cepted them, making a very low bow, and then 
shot a triumphant glance at his brother again. 

"My blother allee samee nicee cookee," Hop 
said, nodding to the two. "Pletty soonee me 
chuckee dicee with him and me takee lat money. 
Me volly smartee Chinee. Me gottee uncle in 

- China whattee velly smartee, and me allee samee 
likee ms uncle." 

"Ha, na, ha!" laughed Hanford. "This is really 
amusing. How funny they are, when you come 
to realize it." 

"Velly muchee funny," Hop answered. "Me 
allee samee-" , . 

What he was going to say no one ever knew, for 
just then the report of a· caTbine rang' out close at 
hand, and a bullet flattened against the face of the . 
cliff almost in range with P~dro1 the Mexican, who 
had just begun eating his supper . . 

"Look out!" cried Young Wild West. "The 
sneaking coyotes a1·e after us. Get to cover every-
body!" . 

The young deadshot grabbed his rifle in a 
• twinkling and turned his gaze in the direction tht: 
shot had come from. One glimpse of a moving 
form among some rocks a couple of hundTed feet 
away, and the rifle flew to his sp.oulder. There was 
a snort silence, and then- Crang I , 

' ' . 
CHAPTER 111.-The Bandits are Located. 

The· fact that somebody had iired a . shot upon 
the camp with the intent to kill \vas quite enough 
to make Young Wild West shoot with the inten
tion of killing. When he once. caught a glimpse of 
a human form .that was crawling among rocks, he 
followed it quickly, and being able to draw -a bead 
upon the object, fired without any hesitation. As 
the rePQrt rang out a smothered cry came to the 
ears of those at the double camp, as it might b,!. 
called. 

"You got ·him, Wild!" Cheyenne Charlie ex
claimed, jubilantly, frdm the boulder he had hur
riedly crouched· oohind. "I reckon that was the 
galoot what tried to kill the greaser. He won't 
try it ag'in, that's sartin." 

John Clark and William Hanford, the two hunt
ers, lay flat upon the ground behind a big rock, 
which had been close to them at-the time the un
known man fired upon their guide. With pale 
faces they remained there, watching the" move
ments of Young Wild West and his friends as 
well as they could. 

The Mexican had hurriedly crouched behind a 
boulder which was hardly large enough to conceal 
him. But he was full of fight, and he gripped his 
rifle and peered from behind the boulder, waiting . 
for the chance to get a ,shot. -But it seemed that· 
Young Wild West had settled it for the present, 
for t.1_>.oqh th_ey waited fully ten minutes, nothina 
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was seen or heard of the villains who had come 
no doubt for the double purpose of being revenged 
upon the man who had shot one of their number 
and to rob the party. Presently the Mexican 
arose to his feet and walked toward his two em
ployers. He kept his eyes fixed in the direction 
the dan·ger would be apt to come from as he did 
this, and his rifle was ready for instant use. He 
was half way to the big rock behind which the 
men were lying when another shot rang out. The 
bullet whizzed past Pedro's head, but not at all 
frightened, he gave vent to a shout of defiance and 
then dropped upon his hands and knees ap.d quick
ly reached the shelter that was so close at hand. 

Cheyenne Charlie's eyes were wide open at the 
time, and it happened tliat he was looking directly 
toward the spot the shooting came from. He saw 
the puff of smoke, and the report ha"tl sca1·cely died 
out when his rifle was at his shoulder. Though he 
could not see the man, he took the chance of firing, 
anyhow. Crang! As the sharp report of the weap
on soundered upon the clear air a yell of pain · 
sounded, and then all was still again. .. 

"I didn't quite git him!" the scout exclaimed, a 
grim smile showing on his tanned and weather
beaten face. "But I fetched him somewhere jest 
the same. _Maybe. he got it in one of his arms, or 
it might have been a leg. If I could have seen 
what I was shootin' at you kin bet your life he 
wouldn't be livin' now." 

"What are we going to do, Young Wild West?" 
called out Hanford, appealingly. 

"You don't have to do ·a thing," was the reply. 
"Just stay behind that big rock and you will be 
safe enough. It seems that these fellows you call 
bandits are· quite desperate, and mean business. 
But that's all right. They'll soon get ~ick of it, 
and you can' bet on that. Since they are h_unting 
us I'll start in to hunt them as soon as 1t gets 
da~k, and then we'll see who will come out at the 
top of the heap." 

"Perhaps we might be able to buy them off," 
suggested Clark, iJi a voice that trembled slightly. 

"Don't talk that way," the young deadshot an
swered, sharply. There's no such thing as buying 
off a gang like that. The only thing to do is to 
shoot them off if they persist in trying to kill us. 
Now just take it easy and things will be bound to 
come out all right." 

As has been ;tated, the place where our friends 
. had camped was pretty well protected. Bu,t this 

did not mean that the scoundrels who .had chosen 
to follow them there and make an attack on them 
did not have a .good chance at them. However, 
they would be forced to remain at least two hun
dred feet away unless they showed themselves, 
and there being a sufficient number of rocks and 
bouldel's for the besieged party to hide behind, it 
was simply a case of being careful. By this time 
the sun had sunk below the line of the western 
horizon -and it was rapidly becoming dark. Twi
light does not linger long in that section of the 
country, and what Young Wild West wanted now 
was darkness, and that as quickly as possible. He 
did not mean to remain and wait for the bandits 
to make an attack. 

The hunters had told him that there were five or 
six in the party, though Cheyenne Charlie de- • 
clared that there were but four. As one of these 
had been shot by the Mexican, and Wild had drop
ped one of them, this meant that there cou_ld not 

be more than · four left at the most, unless there 
had been more hanging back when the attack was 
made ui:ron the hunters and their guide. Wild 
thought it over, and he was not long in coming-to 
the conclusion that there must be quite a number 
of them or they would not have the nerve to come 
up close enough to open fire upon the Mexican _ 
who had shot one of their gang. Then aga"in, it 
struck him that he might be mistaken in this. Set • 
on by a vengeful feeling, they might have risked · 
comin'g up that close. But the boy was not going 
to take any chances. If there were no more ~than 
four of them, he thought it would be quite easy, 
bu,t if there. were twice that number, or more• still, 
things might be somewhat dangerous. A sharp 
watch was kept, and n'othing further was heartl 

.or seen of the villainous gang, and finally it be
cam~ dark. The stars were soon shining brightly 
in the blue vault overhead, and a slight chill came 
upon the air, for after the sun went down at that 
season of the year in the Sierras, the nights were 
somewhat cool. 1'he fire the cook had used to pre
pare the supper had been extinguished long be, 
fore this, so there was no possible chance of th'e 
bandits getting a shot at them from a distance. • 

"Charlie," the youn,: deadshot sa4l, when he 
thought the proper time had arrived, "I reckon we 
had better take a little scout around and find 
where these fellows are. You won't need your rifle 
in the darkness, so leave it in charge of Anna. Et 
will keep mine for me till we come back. Co~ 
on." 

"Right you are, Wild," Charlie answered, eager 
to accompany the young dead.shot. •, 

Then Wild made his way to where the two hunt
ers and their guide were sitting on the ground. ' 

"All you fellows have got to do is to ke~ your 
eyes and ears open." he said. "We are goi• to 
hunt for the bandits. If we find them you can bet 
your life that we'll . soon either make them prh;ori
ers or put an end to them. They have started the 
game going, so we must do our part in it. Cer
tainly. we are not going to let them shoot at u's 
without returning the compliment. It shows 
plainly that they are trying to kill us, and that 
means that we have a perfect right to do tire 
same to them." 

"I suppose yo-n. can call it open warfare, Young 
Wild West," Clark said, in a husky voice. 

"Yes, that's just what you can call it. But open 
warfare is quite common in a great many parts of 
the wild West, you know." . 

. "So I have heard. But it seems awful, don't 
it?" . 

"Oh, I don't know just what the word awful 
means. I have never given it much thought, so 1I 
suppose that accounts for it. Now you just do 
as I tell you. Stay right where you are, and ke6J> 
your eyes and ears open. Come on, Charlie." • 

The scout gave a nod, and the next minute thlt' 
two had crept away and disappeared in the dark
ness. The young deadshot and the scout were so 
used to that sort of thing that they went .along 
fearlessly. Their well-trained ears and eyes made 
them almost invincible as far as being taken by 
surprise was concerned. While they realized 
that they had desperate men who were no doultt 
used to the mountains and woods to deal with, 
neither of them had the least thought of running 
into anything like real danger. One minute after 
-leaving the hunters the twp were among the roclu 


